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Labour slofti 

Thoueh fo deni’d farther harbour in my houfe : 

Your ownc good thoughts exoulc me, andfarewdl, 

° Pwac h€Wti 

La.Ro. Pray you doe my commendations, 

I would be glad to fee it. 

Boy ] would you heard it gtone« 

La.Ro. IsthefonlefickoS.. 

Bey. Sicke at the heart; 

La.Ro. Alackc, let it bloud. 

Boy. Would that doc it good ? 

La.Ro. My Phyficke layes I. 

Boy. Will you prick’t with your eye. 

La. Ro. No pojnt,m(h my knife : 

Boy. Now God fauethy life. 

La.Ro . And yours from long liuing. 

Bor. 1 cannot ftay thankf- giuing. 

Enter D umaine* 

Dttm. Sir,! pray you a word: WhatLady is that fame ? 
Boy. The heire oi Alartfor. t Rofaiin her name. 

<I)um. A gallant Lady , Mounfier fare you well. 

Lono. I befecch you a word : what isfhe in the white •• 
Bey.h woman fometune if you law her in the light. 
Lon<r. Perchance light in the light I defire her name.. 
Boy. She hath but one for her lelfe, 

To defire that were a ihame. 

Lono. Pray. you fir whofc daughter ? 

Boy? Her Mothers, I haue heard. 

Long. G-cds bleffmg on your beards 
Boy. Good fir be not offended, 

Shecis an heyreof F auicor.br i dye. 

Long. Nay, my cholleris ended : 

Shec is a mo If fweet Lady. 

Boy . Not vnlike fir, that may be. 



Exin. 




Enter: 


Lottes Labours loft. \ 

Enter Berowne. 

Ber. What’s her name in the cap. 

Boy. Katherine by good hap. 

Ber. Is fhe wedded, orno. 

Boy. To her will fir, or fo. 

Ber. You are welcome fir, adiew. 

Boy. Farcwellto me fir, and welcometoyou. Exit. 

La. Afa.That laft is Berowne, the mery mad.cap Lord. 

Not a word with him, but aielT. 

Bpy. Andcueryieftbutaword, 

*Pri. It was well done of you to take him at his word. 

Boy. I was as willing to grapple , as he was to boord. 
La.Mn. Two hot (heepes marie. 

And wherefore not Ships ; 

Boy. NoSheepe (fweet Lamb) vnleffe we feede on your lips» 
La. You Ihecp & I palfure: (hall that finifh the ieft ? 

Boy. So you grant pafturc for me ? 

La. Not fo gentle bcaft. . 

My lips are no Common, though feu trail they be. 

Boy. Belonging to whom ? 

La. To my fortunes and me.. 

Brin. Good wits will be iangling but Gentles agree. 

This ciuill wavreof wits were much better vfed. 

On iWwwrandhis Bookcmen, for heerc ’tis abus’d. 

Bo. If my obferuation (which very feldome lies 
By the hearts ftill Rhetoricke^ difclofed with eyes) 

Dcceiueme not now, 2 \&uar is infeded. 

JPrin. With what i 

Bo. With that which we Louers in title affeded. 

Brin. Yourrcafon. 

Bo. Why all hisbellauiours doe make theretire. 

To the Court of hiseye, peeping through defirc. 

His heart like an Agot with your print impreffed. 

Proud with his forme, in his eye pride cxpreHed, . 

His tongue -> H impatient to (peaks and notfec. 

Did (fumble with hade in his eyefighc-to be, 

A 11 fences to that fence did make their repaired 
T.ofeele onely looking on faired of f ait e 
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